Peggy took the wire fly swatter. It had not been
used since last summer. She walked up to the
table like a cat ready to jump on a mouse. Swat!
One dead fly.
Her grandmother said,
"Kill a fly in May,
And you'll keep thousands away/'
'Is that true, Daddy?" asked Peggy.
"Yes, Grandma is right/' said Father. "But it is
better still to keep flies from being born. Flies lay
eggs and these eggs hatch in manure piles, gar-
bage, and other places like that."
"So, people should not let manure lie around
the farm and they should keep garbage cans cov-
ered," said Peggy.
"Yes," said her father, "so that the flies will not
hatch. Grownups should do this."
"But if flies do hatch," said Peggy, "then we
should kill them in May."
"That's right," said her father, "Not many flies
live through a cold winter. This fly you killed
could lay 120 eggs at one time. If all these 120
eggs hatched, then we would have 120 flies. But
some of them do not hatch.
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